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“The English 


masses are 
thoroughly 


aroused to the 
seriousness of the 
war,” says Victor 
Murdock in “Out 
of a Darkened 
London.” Here is 
an interesting, 
thoughtful Anglo- 
analysis that will 
give you a new 
understanding of 
the real attitude 


of our English cousins 
toward the greatest crisis 
in their history. The 
article will appear in the 
February 26th issue of 


Collier's 


THE NATIONAL WEEKLY 
416 West 13th Street, New York City 
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Ho! for the nights, with their laughter and singing ! 
Hey ! for the roistering, light-spattered days ! 
Mardi Gras Season is speedily winging 
Let us be merry while merriment stays ! 
Shout then, and sing, 
Make the sky ring! 
Doing it just for the fun of the thing! 





ee 





LL OF 
By F. GREGORY HARTSWICK 


II. 


Yonder pale cleric looks anxious—with reason ! 
There 's Mephistopheles, plotting deceit ! 
Padre's the gayest young beau of the season 

Satan has lodgings in Piety Street ! 


Ill. 

See ! there 's a Pirate, with “bones” for his bludgeon ! 
(Madam does well to repel him, say | !) 
What is he after, that black-jawed curmudgeon, 
Slipping behind them to spring on the sly ? 


IV. 
Lo! in the aftermath, what transformation ! 
Madam sells shirtwaists, the hobo’s a clerk, 


Captain Kidd, see—calling trains at the station, 
Armed with a card-punch instead of a dirk! 


THE MYSTIC 


CREW 


V. 


So goes the festival, mumming and masking, 
Revel and riot commingling the while ; 
Play, then, while kisses are had for the asking— 
Blind crabbed Care in the gleam of a smile! 
Shout then, and sing, 
Make the sky ring! 
Doing it just for the fun of the thing! 


&S 
<e 











E D I 


On the Other Hand 

ROM ALL quarters of the magazine 
world voices are insistently calling upon 
us to analyze our average days and average 
nights and find out 
how many minutes 
we waste in a month. 
Meek men with loga- 
rithmic brains are con- 
tinually berating us 
for our improvident 
conduct, hoping to 
alarm us by their 

frantic figures. 

One efficiency ex- 
pert, in an article so padded with puny 
philosophy that a million people have read 
and pretended to indorse it, tells us that we 
must stop talking, worrying, wishing, criti- 
cising, hesitating, imitating, idling, and hur- 
rying. Moreover, he proves all of it con- 
clusively by means of maxims that are both 
righteous and reversible. 

But we cannot afford to stop all of these 
things for a minute—nor any of them for 
long. We have to talk (long and loud some- 
times) in order to discover the weaknesses in 
our thinking. We ought to worry—at least 
enough to insure some measure of respect 
for cerebral speed laws. We must wish, or 
we shall never attain. We must criticise, or 
the monomaniacs will play hob with the 























plan of salvation. We must hesitate, or we 
shall be lost in attractive iniquities. If we 
do not imitate, we cannot advance. If we 


do not idle, we shall miss the best part of the 
And if we do not hurry, we shall miss 
our train and have to waste seven or eight 
minutes in the company of inefficient people 
who talk, worry, wish, criticise, hesitate, 
imitate, idle and hurry. 

Che tape-line has the same fatal effect on 
healthy mental processes as the tapeworm 
has on the proper assimilation of food. 


show. 





T O R I 


Top Knots 

“THE top knot is a structure, sometimes 

ornamental and sometimes useful, which 
is placed on the top of the body to complete 
it and make it look important. Top knots 
are places where brains are sometimes con- 
cealed. They vary in size according to the 
time of day, usually being largest early in 
the morning when you first wake up after 
a night of unalloyed spirituality. 

Top knots also vary in men and women. 
Ladies employ their top knots to carry hair, 
feathers, straw, velvet and other flora and 
fauna. Men use their top knots to read the 
papers with and to wag gravely. Some men 
are not satisfied with their top knots until all 
the hair has been carefully removed, after 
which they spend their time in front rows, 
and avoiding the burning rays of the sun. 

It is oftentimes difficult to judge of a top 
knot properly from its outward appearance. 





Napoleon’s top knot, for example, appeared 
to be composed of the same material 
that of many others, but the inside was not 
at all the same. Some top knots do not 
show what is in them until it is too late for 
the owner to reap any benefit from the 
discovery. 








A L 5 


Hollow Pretense 

OW hollow is all our pretension to 
progress, when we have never devised 
a punishment for the human trip-hammer 
who always thinks it is necessary to smite 
one on the shoulder in greeting, or the 
human vise who puts forth every ounce of his 

strength in shaking hands. 


Extra-Judicial Comment 

RYAN denies that he will trail the 
President, and says that he will speak 
“only on his way back to Lincoln.” Back to 
Lincoln? Long before he can talk himself 
to where the Emancipator stood, Gabriel 

will have blown his trump. 

# 

The Supreme Court decision sustaining 
the validity of the income tax is viewed by 
the National Administration “with elation.” 
Possessors of incomes may imagine, however, 
that to run the government nowadays takes 
something besides elation. 

* 

If we follow Senator Walsh of Montana, 
continued search of neutral mails will yield 
John Bull less contraband than contumely. 

* 

Mrs. James W. Gerard, wife of the 
Ambassador, is the first woman decorated 
by the Kaiser not of the blood of kings. 
But her husband is of the blood of Kings, 
Queens and Richmond Counties, New York. 

~ 

Uncle Joe Cannon is back in Congress, but 
James R. Mannis still the Republican leader. 
Putting the Mann above the Cannon ought 
to satisfy the most pernickity pacifist. 

* 

Cairanza is inconsistent. He 
Villa an outlaw, thereby setting him apart, 
and then he says any one can kill him on 
sight, which puts him on a par with every- 
body in Mexico. 


dec lares 





























Wife (in 1917)—Yes, John; skirts are going to be much shorter next year. 


ONE OF LIFE’S 


‘¢L JELLO, CENTRAL! 120 Fairview, please. 
“Oh, is this you, Ethel? I can hardly believe it. 
voice does not sound one bit natural. This is Sally. 

“Crying all night! I knew your voice 
sounded queer. Tell me quick what is 
so dreadful. Dick has not been operated 
on for appendicitis, has he? Almost all 
the rest of my friends’ husbands have. 

“Mercy! what could be worse than 
that! Don’t keep me in suspense, dear. 
You can’t mean he’s— 

“Oh, it’s Baby and not Dick at all, 
‘The worst thing that could happen!’ 
He’s not dead, Ethel? 

I believe kidnapping is worse 


Your 








**How horrible! 


only of course 
you have hope left. 

“Yes, it is ten o’clock now. Seventeen hours of anxiety. I don’t 
wonder that you are almost wild. Oh, my dear, can’t I do some- 
thing for you? 

“Well, that does not seem much to do, but I know it is a relief 
sometimes just to tell one’s troubles. 

“Five o’clock yesterday, you say. | 
allowed him to go out alone. 

“Oh, I see: just in the back yard, and Nora was with him. 

“I believe you. Those girls are all alike. If Baby had been in 
the well and that, young policeman had whistled, she would have run 
to the basement door. 


didn’t know you ever 


LITTLE 


AGONTIES 


“You say you notified the police at once, but why didn’t you 
put a private detective on the case? 

“Oh, you did. Two? That’s good; that’s splendid. Now don’t 
you give up. They will find him, I know; those private detectives 
are sharp as razors. ' 

““Of course I understand, dear. I understand. 
a happy moment till you have him safe in your arms again. 


You won’t have 
He is 





i as Vi 
GOT THE DROP ON HIM 


“So you've been fighting again! Didn’t you stop and 
spell your names, as I told you.” x j 
“Y-yes; we did—but my name's Algeron Percival, an 


his is Jim! 
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certainly the dearest, cunningest, most affectionate little thing. 
No one could help adoring him. But you must try to keep up for 
Dick’s sake. 

“Ves, the night must have 
seemed endless. I can just im- 
agine how you kept thinking of 
the cold and snow—— 

** At the police station? 
went right down of course? 

“You don’t mean it! He 
would have left him there all 
1 night! It does not seem possible. 
|} What did you say? 

“Of course he was compelled 
to go then. He could not very 
well let you go alone to a po- 
three o’clock in the morning. 






















Dick 
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“ And it was not Baby after all. What a blow! 

“And Dick said that! How were you to know it wasn’t Baby 
when he answered the description perfectly? Men are such brutes. 
Oh, I beg your pardon, Ethel; of course I don’t mean Dick in 
particular; just men. It is the way they are made, I suppose; they 
Now I knew the moment I heard 


lice station 








do not feel things as women do. 
your voice this morning that you were in 
some terrible trouble. 

“But Ethel, I have an idea; why 
don’t you advertise? 

“You don’t mean that your 
‘ad’ in the Times? Indeed I did read 
it, and thought how someone must be , 
suffering, and there it was you! 

“No, only in the Times. We do not 
take the Tribune, nor the World, nor 
the Journal. 

“Oh, yes, of course it is the reward 
they want, but I know you would not Vf , 
begrudge any amount. «ssa a Vial 

“What? Oh, certainly I will hold QWAW271q) emul 
the wire. I would ring off entirely, but ' . 
I do so want to know if it is someone 
with news from Baby. 

“Yes, Ethel, yes, I am holding the 
wire. Tell me the worst quick! 

“Oh, Ethel, you don’t mean it! Baby 
himself! How perfectly heavenly! You 
must be aimost too happy to live. Who 
brought him? 

“Well, of all things! And he was 
next door all the time! ( 

“In the cellar? Climbed over the 
back fence while Nora talked to her 
policeman? The little rascal! 
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“T should think he would be dirty, crawling around over the coal. 
“Well, when I had given him his bath, and his saucer of milk 
and his catnip, I should box his ears well. When a cat is pampered 


as Baby is, he should know enough to stay at home.” 


-Mrs. M. E. Nichols. 
His Modest Position 

DON’T envy the men who manage the big hotels in the 

cities,’ gloomily said the landlord of the Petunia tavern. 
“It is as much as I can do to make a bluff at keeping the peace 
betwixt the little bunch of help I’ve got. Yesterday one of the two 
dining room girls said that the other one’s best feller had two left 
feet, and in less than no time them two ladies had flew to it with 
ketchup bottles and so forth. Just imagine the spritely function 
there would be in a hotel with seven hundred employees, all 
battling with ketchup bottles!” 


His Limited Knowledge 
. ONEY TALKS, you know, and ” “You may be right,” 
é acknowledged the discouraged looking man. “I have not 
for a long time been able to get near enough to it to know whether it 
I sometimes see it in the distance making derisive 
with its thumb to its nose, but that is about as far 


does or not. 
gestures at me 


as my acquaintance with it goes.” 


‘ 
Wh dom ye “ue 
A y\4! 


j Gwe er 


POLEMICS 


First motorist—But what have you against the trolley line? ; 
poles, and the cars. I've run into four poles and been hit by five cars. 


Second motorist—Nothing but the 
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TRUTH IS STRANGER THAN FICTION 


Harlow—Why does Binks have the reputation of being such an awful liar ? 
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Barlow—Because he’s just like George 


Washington—couldn’t tell a lie if he tried 


You are very democratic as to doc- 
tors. 
Yes, I recognize all the cults im- 
partially. 
He— I 
don’t see how you manage it. 
She—Oh, it’s easy if you only 
have the right spirit. 
He—My spirit fails me when 
I’m sick. It can’t be trusted. 
She—Nonsense. Let me tell 
you. Now, when I am taken 
violently ill, I feel that something 
heroic must be done right off. 
He—Yes, one does. 
She—Of course. So I call in Dr. 
Hypoderm, who is sure to drug me up to the latest medi- 


H® 


She 


-PAN- MEDICINE 


By TOD CHENEVIX 


She—Surely, for the time being. That’s 
the idea. 

He—On the other extreme, how about 
electricity? 

She—Adore them all!—all the currents, 
I mean. They are most stimulating! 

He—What, about hydrotherapy? 

She—Most refreshing. The baths are so diverting, for a change. 

He—Pleasant cures seem to increase in number. 

She—All the time. Christian science you get by absent treat- 
ment—a wonderful convenience. And to save expense you may 
always put on your old clothes and go to a hospital for free advice, 
when you can’t think what else to do. 

He—In other words, you choose at the moment whatever form of 
care makes its strongest appeal to your fancy? 

She—Certainly. Otherwise what’s the use of modern science? 





cal discovery. 

He—And you get results at once? 

She—At once, and no mistake. On the other hand, if I 
am too sick to stand heroic specifics, I send for a homeop- 
athist, knowing that his prescriptions won’t hurt me. 

He—How do you know that? 

She—Because they don’t. They have no bad taste. 

He—Go on. 

She—Then, if I have been too quiet, am sort of run 
down from lack of exercise, I pick out an osteopath to 
put my joints in order. They say it corrects all other 
troubles, too. 

He—So I am told. 

She—Yet there are times when I consult a surgeon. 
It’s the thing to do nowadays, you know. But as he is 
sure to. operate, I don’t see him too often. Still, an 
operation is nice to talk about afterwards. 

He—To whom? 

She—Well, toeverybody; excepting whoever paid for it! 

He—Anything else? 

She—Oh, yes. There’s hypnotism. It’s fine for you 











when the mind gets tired—too fagged to act, you know. 
He—Doesn’t that make it less active—put it to sleep? 


‘Johnny, name one of the world’s greatest discoveries.” “ Cheese!” 








Changing It a Little 
HALL I, wasting in despair, 
Sigh when other youths declare 
Chat my girl is cold a bit 
When they try to make a hit 


Beauty Hints 
IND your own business 
Always agree with a large man. 
Never call a man a liar if he is heavier 


Her Grievance 
” ANYONE had asked Ned Lawton what 
he thought of married life he would 
have vowed that the past ten months had 
been the happiest he than you are. 
had ever spent. There Never brag of your pugilistic ability. When they come and say Irene 
had not been the faint Wait until the car stops Ie the worst fenet ever aeem 


est cloud to mar their Never get married \nd they marvel I endure 
Never go to war Such a frigid temp’rature? 









happiness until yester 
day. That morning. 
however, wifey came 
to breakfast inan un 
happy, sullen mood. _ live happily—that’s together.” 

He questioned her un “Yes, and there is only one way that peo- 
ceasingly during the 
few minutes he could 






Nay, I pat my back and wink 
Paradox At meat and then I think 
“There is only one way that people can “Tf she be not cold to me. 
What care I how cold she be?” 
Walter G. Doty. 








ple can live at peace—and that’s apart.”’ 
Nothing New 


A Woman Reader—Have you any modern fiction? 
Librarian—No, madam; our book buyer 
has been on a six-months trip. 











spare before running for his car as to the 
cause of the unusual and sudden change in 
her manner, but his solicitations were only 
met with a snappish answer. That even- 
ing, however, Ned came home in a 
cheerful mood and was prepared to find 
his darling on the porch waiting for him 
joyously. But he was doomed to dis- 
appointment, for she was in much the 
same mood as when he left in the morn- 





\ woman seems to worry more about her 
back hair than about her future life. 














ing. 

Somewhat angered, he demanded an 
explanation of her behavior, to which 
she replied with a sob: 

““Ned Lawton, if ever I dream again 
that you have kissed another woman I'll 
never speak to you as long as I live!” Vif) 
Ni’, 
Y 
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The Five Little Pennys hy 
GA a very poor couple named Penny 
“Of children we can’t afford any!’ 
But when five had been born, 
They remarked with fine scorn 
“Though we're poor, we've a Nickel too many! 









Generous Man 







“T hear the divorce allowed each to 
have the child half the time.”’ 
‘““Yes—he wants it days.” 











Paraphrasing Somebody 
When lovely woman stoops to jolly 


A man, he falls for it, b’golly! 
Strickland Gillilan. 






Madeline—Yes ; it 






Martha—So Belle gave her husband a Swiss-chime watch for his birthday ! 
plays “ Home, Sweet Home” at eleven p. m. 


























Ethelyn—l shall never speak to Mr. Smythe again. 


The Slippery Slope 
] rHINK I ought to consult a civil 
engineer about the bridge 
Of my nose 
Chere is 
thing scientific- 
ally wrong with 





some- 


its stresses and 
angles: 
It won’t sustain 
my eyeglasses. 
* * 
1 have had it sur- 
veyed by vari- 











ous people 
Who professed to be experts, and attested 
the fact 
By the size of their bills. 
But they were only oculists and opticians. 
What I want is a good 
Nosometrist. 
* * 
Many are the beautiful lenses 
That have gone to destruction 
Because I was unable to support them,— 
Clear and costly windowettes, without 
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to him and he didn’t recognize me. 


A single nick. 

They lost their footing on the treacherous 
ridge 

(nd fell 

* * 

Yet I have done my best to encourage them 
to stick 

I have tried to make them feel at home. 

I have allowed them, at a pinch, every 
liberty; 

Permitting them to camp, or rather clamp, 

Upon my nose 

With their corrugated cleats, 

Their tortoise-shell files, 

+ * 

And their shark-skin harrows. 

I have suffered them to stencil 

Curious runic signs, 

And puff up little oval islands. 

They have indulged in their ingenious red 
traceries at will. 


Yet, 
Just as I imagine them securely intrenched, 
They are whisked off disconcertingly 

By a sneeze. 


Lawton Mackall. 





Gwendolyn—Why, dear? 
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Ethelyn—I just spoke 


One Misnomer 
we Farmer Jones retired to 
A life of ease in town, 
He didn’t know just what to do 
To keep the ennui down; 
He said: “For idling I’m not strong, 
Life’s dull in this here hub; 
I'll go where rural chaps belong— 
(ll join the Country Club.” 


So Farmer Jones paid in his dues— 
They took his breath away— 
And started in to air his views 
Where club members held sway; 
He thought to talk about the crops, 
Of poultry, hogs and blight, 
But when he switched to wheat or hops 
His hearers said: ‘Good night!” 


The members talked of tennis games, 
And golf and bottle pool; 

They talked of billiards, bowling frames, 
And polo’s latest rule; 

Until at last the farmer said: 
“T am one awful dub, 

But who was it—insane, misled— 
Named this a Country Club?” 

—Arthur Chapman. 


A Fiendish Pleasure 
SENT my butcher a monthly bill today. 

It was the first that I have sent him. 
For wear and tear on the path leading 
to the tradesman’s en- 
trance of my home for 
the past month I 
charged my _ butcher 
twenty-seven dollars. 

For wear and tear 
on my back steps and 
kitchen floor I 
charged him thirty- 
five dollars. 

For use of air con- 
sumed in breathing 
while on my property I 
charged seventeen dol- 
lars, and for use of door-knob, ten dollars. 

This made a total of eighty-nine dollars. 

The bill my butcher sent me for the past 
month was only eighty-eight dollars and 
seventy-five cents. So this leaves a balance 
of twenty-five cents due me from my butcher. 
The price of a good cigar. 

I tell you it gave me a great deal of satis- 
faction to send the first monthly bill to my 
butcher! —William Sanford. 





A Unique Specimen 

ONCE knew an eccentric man,” stated 

old Festus Pester, “who when he had 
gotten the desired number on the telephone 
did not demand fiercely, ‘Whizz ziss?’ In- 
stead he invariably said civilly, ‘This is John 
J. Poppendick, wishing to speak to Mr. 
Buckover.’ His fun: ral was the largest ever 
held in the neighborhood where he had re- 
sided, and thereat strong men broke down 
and wept like children, being convinced that 
they would never again see his like.”’ 


The Queen Bee 
Y WIFE is like the honey bee— 
But while it gathers honey, 
She cajoles me with honeyed words, 
And stings me for my money! 


Gallery 
6 Noes PEOPLE in the boxes 
Are very fine, my dear; 
How wonderful their raiment, 
How splendid they appear! 
They never deign to glance at us, 
Sitting, fond lovers, here. 
They have their wealth and jewels, 
Their panting limousines, 
Champagne and birds at midnight, 
Like emperors and queens; 
While you and I, at simple Childs’, 
Indulge in cold sardines! 
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THAT'S THE 
Discouraged one—| don’t see what dey fired me fer. 





Gods 
And yet 
Than you and I? ... 
Look at their sorry faces, 
* Row after solemn row. 
They never dare to laugh, like us, 
Who really love the show! 
Ah! let them sit in grandeur, 
Tier upon shining tier, 
In many an eye, lack-lustre, 
On many a mouth, a sneer. 
In happiness, and at the play, 
They're far beneath us, dear! 
Charles Hanson Towne. 


are they more happy 
Not so! 


——. ARUP THOS EV 
REASON 


I never done nothin’. 





EVEN 


“He ‘ll never catch me at this rate. 


The Optimist 
S¢LJAVE you ever taken a Turkish bath 
before?” 

“No, sir. There isn’t any—er 
is there?” 

“TI don’t think so. Every once in a while 
some chap keels over with heart trouble in 
the hot room, but you look fairly well. If 
you feel yourself going, just push the but- 
ton—and above all things, don’t get nerv- 
ous!”’ 


danger, 
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The Super-Languid Gump 
HE gump, that super-languid chump, 
Reclining oft is found, 
Complaining he’s too tired to drag 
His pet hook-worm around. 
—Tennyson J. Dajt 


Willie’s Philosophy 
“Willie, when did you wash your face 
last?” 
‘Mother, don’t let’s bring up the past.” 


YZ 
IN PREHISTORIC TIMES 


Perhaps I'd better trip.” 





vy 
Wipe 
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Still Running 
6¢\Z7OU told me you guaranteed this car 
for one year.” 
“Well, sir, what’s the matter? 
holding together, isn’t it?” 


It’s still 


Vicarious 
Nodd—How do you like your chauffeur? 
Todd—I don’t know anything about him 
personally, but my wife and daughter tell 
me he drives my car very well. 





—— 
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MET ten women on the street, and one was blooming, modest, 
sweet; the other nine were punk. Nine seized male passers 
by their coats, and told how women needed votes, and all that 
kind of junk. I’ve naught against the vote for dames; if they’re 
inclined to play the games their weary husbands play, if they to polling 
booths would chase, let them proceed, I will not place a hindrance 
in their way. But O, I wish they never more would back me up 
against a door, and talk about their Cause; for women with their 
mouths ajar, and raucous voices, surely are the worst that ever was. 
I met ten women on: the street, and one was beautiful and neat; 
the other nine were frumps; for when the women sprain their throats 
explaining how they want their votes, their beauty bumps the bumps. 
I doubt not that their Cause is just; but, jings, it fills me with dis 
gust to see them look like hags; and when their platform they de- 
clare, they all forget to comb their hair, and run to slouchy rags. 

I met ten women on the street, and one had pretty, dainty feet, 
and nine wore sloppy shoes; the nine were standing in a crowd, and 
lifting up their voices loud, exchanging suffrage news. No doubt 
their husbands and their sons and other poor afflicted ones were 
eating cold canned beans, while they were planning red-hot screeds, 
concerning short-haired women’s deeds, to print in magazines. 

I met ten women on the street, and one, to look at, was a treat, 
a girl with sunny hair; complexion like a morn in June, and eyes 
that glimmered like the moon, and teeth beyond compare. I said, 
“T’ll bet a hundred scads she boosts no foolish suffrage fads, she 
doesn’t care for votes; a girl like that’s a beauty spot, and when she 
passes she has got those frowsy beldames’ goats.” 

I viewed her with a beaming eye, for such a damsel passing by 
strikes no discordant note; and then she raised on high a sign, con- 
taining but the single line, ‘‘ The Girls Demand the Vote.” 

The Weather-Man 

HE weather-man lay dying; it was only a matter of a few 

hours, the doctors said. 

Motioning to his sobbing friends, he waited until they had 
crowded around his bed to listen to his last words 

He gave careful directions for the disposition of his belongings, 
and outlined the general features of his funeral, then he murmured: 

“And I want you to put upa nice tombstone for me. with these 
words carved on it: “Probably Cooler.’” 


Ostracised 
“‘Pilkins has, I see, been ostracised by the modern New York 
Bohemian set.” 
“What did he do?” 
“Why, he went to an evening function they gave without even- 
ing clothes.” 





Habit 

VERY parent should make a close study of the process of 

habit formation,” says Dr. Anna List, the only psychologist 

who has heretofore steadfastly refused to rewrite William 
James’ wonderful chapter on that subject. ‘‘I have reliable in- 
formation that children, both male and female, begin the formation 
of habits quite early in life. Parents who allow their offspring to 
develop in a natural, desultory manner are maltreating a tremen- 
dous responsibility. 

“Let me be more specific. One of the families over in the third 
block west from my.apartments has a child—a boy, if I mistake not. 
This young animal, I am told, took its first step with its left foot. 
The toes were turned in at an unbecoming angle and the leg was 
bowed out. A day or so later the process was repeated verbatim, 
you might say. In the ecstasies of the two occasions not one mem- 
ber of the entire household of father, mother, maternal grandmother 
and two nurses noted the discrepancies in the technique of the child’s 


“ 


locomotion. 

“That one repetition was fatal. A habit had been formed. 
To this day (and the child is now over three years of age) the unfor- 
tunate little human being invariably starts walking with his left 
foot, toes turned in and knees bowed out.” 

“I therefore maintain that it is criminal for parents to allow 
children to repeat the most trivial act or motion without some varia- 
tion of detail. Habits are otherwise sure to result.’”-—H. W. Dee. 


Compensations 
I 
When the powder lies thick on the maidenly cheek, 
Sneer not, O my brother! Admire and be meek; 
For the powder (a lesson I’m trying to teach) 
Is only the Fuzz on the face of a Peach. 


II 
The Circular Saw that she wears for a hat 
Endure, O my brother—don’t criticise that; 
You'll recall it next year with a sad, yearning thrill, 
For then she'll be wearing one much wider still. 


Ill 
The Spot that she labors so hard to impose 
An inch and a quarter south-east of her nose 
A Beauty Spot that; but if it were a mole 
*Twould grieve the sweet depths of her innocent soul. 


IV 
O brother! I give you a tremulous hand! 
[, too, am a martyr and I understand; 
But courage! for all of our woes turn to bliss, 
And all is forgotten in one maiden’s kiss!—Lowell Otus Reese. 





SUB ROSA 
Clarinda—That skating costume you wore at the rink last night 
was certainly a dream, and everyone was wild about it. Where 
did you get it? 
Hebe—Don't breathe a word, dear! That was only my last 
summer’s bathing suit. 




















THE PURSUIT 


By J A 








OF HAPPINESS 


WALDRON 
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66 DON’T WANT anything even remotely resembling an 
estrangement, dear. Do you? We've drifted apart 


slightly, owing to 
“Owing to reticence on both sides.” 
encouragement. 

“Ves. That sort of thing develops insidiously. But let us look 
backward a bit. You remember, of course, the first season we met. 
I was about the only desirable chap at the Tip-Top House, whereas 
there were any number of desirable girls about.”’ 

“Oh, I don’t know about your exclusive desirability. What 
about Mr. Dollaire? And there weren’t any number of desirable 
girls.” 

“Old Dollaire, eh? Why, he had more ailments than a patent- 
medicine circular describes.” 

“And five millions. And he had asked me to marry him before 
you came upon the scene. And he died the next winter!” 

‘I'll admit you would have made a handsome widow in certain 
circumstances, and maybe I should have missed you. But what I 
want to emphasize is this: You were the only girl on the horizon 


Her eyes smiled 


for me, and you knew it as well as I did. And I was an ideal lover, 
wasn’t I? 





“Oh, you were persistent enough.” 

“Do you remember how we climbed the mountains together, 
and went trout fishing, and all that? And there was never a thimble- 
berry on a precipice or a wildflower on an overhanging cliff I didn’t 
risk my neck for if you fancied it!” 

“But didn’t I always show appreciation? And apprehension? 
I remember once when you slipped, and I thought ugh! I 
shiver to think of it! And I cried ‘Do be careful, Jack!’ Didn’t I? 
You were an accommodating chap.”’ 

“*Accommodating! I like your adjectives!” 

‘Well, I'll say a pleasing chap, then. But you always said it was 
a delight to do anything in the world for me. And don’t forget that 
once in a while I let you kiss me.” 

“Oh, I’ll never forget that! And one kiss in particular I shall 
always remember. You volunteered it. Took the initiative.” 

“Never!” 

“Oh, yes you did! It was after I had told them back at the hotel 
that you caught the big trout that happened to get on my hook. 
Are you ashamed of an admirable example of gratitude?” 

“‘T remember the trout.” 

“And do you remember I wanted to marry you then?” 








a 
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““T became engaged to you, didn’t 1? I hadn’t seen enough of 
life.” 

“Yes. I know. You were a typical summer girl. And I had 
to chase off the next summer to 
Newport, where I was again the de 
voted—the laborious—lover. There 
you pretended you didn’t know 
how to swim. I thought you were 
a very slow learner. And I confess 
I cherished in memory the joys of 
instruction until 7 

“Until we were married. Men 
have short memories.”’ 

“No. I’ve never told you. I 
cherished those glorious memories 
until the summer after we were mar- 
ried. Then, on different occasions, when each of them congratu- 
lated me on having won you, Jack Longworthy and Harry 
Lyman, in pleasing recollection of their own separate summer 
engagements to you, each told me that he had taught you to 





swim. 

“Isn’t it a girl’s privilege to take as many swimming lessons as 
are necessary?” 

‘“‘T suppose it is. I owe neither of those chaps any grudge. I’m 
only reminding you that on every occasion possible I’ve tried to 
please you. You know I always—or almost always—let you beat 
me at tennis. Many atime I’ve even inspired the ill will of a partner 
when it was doubles by giving the game away. And unlike many 
men who assume that golf is essentially a man’s game, and one 
designed to enable a husband to get a little liberty from domestic 
routine, I taught you that game with great pains and never played 
without you when you were in the mood.” 

“And almost always beat me. That’s why I dropped golf.” 

“So? Well, you have given other excuses for not playing. And 
again, when dancing first became a rage I religiously practiced and 
learned every freak step and acrobatic insanity “ 

“*So that I might not dance too often with other men. Cleverer 
men. Confess it.” 

““Cleverer men, eh?” 

“Oh, you know what I mean. Cleverer dancers. You’re clever 
enough otherwise. And I’ll admit that up to a few months ago 
you were an exemplary husband—always the lover, reasonably 
considerate, and seldom a bore.” 

“Seldom a bore is another happy expression.” 

“But for some time you’ve been out at the Club, or somewhere, 
all hours.” 

“ As you also have, Priscilla dear. I’ve seldom found you home. 
I’ve run about a bit, I know. And at the Club I got too close to 





point bridge. But I’m anxious to cut it all out —if we can re-estab 
lish the old comradeship. And you'll notice I haven't asked you 
what you've been doing. I fancy, however, that you haven't been 
enjoying yourself alone.”’ 

“No. Several chaps have participated.” 

“Chaps, eh? Well, maybe it’s too late 

“Oh, no, it isn’t, if you're as willing as you used to be to please.”’ 

“Willing? I’m anxious. I’d do anything. Name your terms.” 

“Well, then, dear, you must get a pair of skates.”’ 


No Danger 

The Third Degree was at its climax. ‘‘Do you mean that you 
have placed an infernal machine in the office of John H. Mogul?” 

“Yes,” said the criminal, cringing before the red moustache 
of Sergeant O’Brien of the Metropolitar police, “I did. It is con 
nected with the typewriter.” 

“How?” 

“To the comma key; when his stenographer strikes that key, 
all will be blown up.” 

“Well, I guess there’s no hurry then. No stenographer that 
ever lived used a comma.” 
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MUNICIPAL ECONOMY 


Jensen—I thought they were going to put a sewer in this street ? 
Benson—They are. They'll begin excavating just as soon as the 


asphalt is laid. 
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PROMISES 
ROMISES are of two kinds, oral and legibly embarrassing 
An oral promise is merely a chatty form of speculation about 
\ written promise is an absent- 
minded draft of future evidence. 


a possible future condition. 


es Che more conspicuous major 
(= . . 
Ss ” ' %** promises are: the promise to pay, 
/_) to vote, to marry and to reform 


rhere is little to be said about 
a promise to pay unless there is 
an indorser—then he says it. 

A promise to vote is a tactful 
and painless method of soothing a 
worried politician under the 
Election Law it is merely formal 

The third class of promise is 
far too complicated for space here, 
and students will have to follow 
it up in some reputable “*Home 
and Fireside”’’ journal. 





The promise to reform is usually made at low tide. You can 
depend upon the promise as long as you can depend upon low tide 

Under certain circumstances a man will promise almost any- 
thing, and he will keep his promise—under certain circumstances 

When anyone starts to explain by saying, “I solemnly prom 
ise... ,” just keep your head and back off. 

If you feel like putting certain promises in writing, ask someone 
to put your pen where you can’t reach it. 

Before making any promise, count fifty and then say, ‘* Maybe.”’ 

Some may feel that we give the impression that men are very 
careless about what promises they keep: this is not so—they are 


most careful about it. Charles Elkin, Jr. 
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A DISAGREEMENT OVER THE LINE FENCE 


A SCHOOL FOR MATRIMONY 
Prospectus of an Institution of Higher Learning 
HINK of the smooth uniformity of life, once matrimony is 
lifted toa science and the modern home becomes an institution 
run on scholastic lines with the academic flavor sweetening every 
dish! Life might then flow as peacefully as the canals in an irri- 
gated country and all the desert bloom. Thus: 

I. Primary classes in self-control to be followed by exercises in 
the tactful management of husbands. Especially difficult cases to 
he studied with demonstrations in the Senior term. 

II. The training and control of children, language to be employed 
in controversies and exercises thereon; also object lessons with 
illustrations and chart study founded on many ancient and modern 
instances to prove the uselessness of argument in controversy. 

Ill. The study of that difficult problem, the family purse. 
Careful conversation. Subjects to be avoided, and training in the 
quickening of perception in order to detect signs of domestic storm; 
and how to keep out of the range of hurricanes and tempests of tears 

how to seek shelter if caught in them, and examples of the use of 
oil on troubled waters. 

IV. During the final term, prizes will be offered for the best 
essay on family life, while a general review must be taken of all sub- 
jects that have been under consideration. Diplomas to be awarded 
only when pupils show ability to take advanced courses in the man 
agement of relatives-in-law, dependent sisters and those especially 
touchy and cranky. Jane W. Guthrie. 
Needs 

Husband—Now then, what are our needs? 

Wife—Well, the house needs painting, we are all out of 
kitchen utensils, the dining-room rug is threadbare, the bathroom 
must be decorated, and I’ve simply had to order some clothes. 
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NOT 

She 
Dignity 

LIST, whose 


D® ANNA \ 
investigation into the 


} i 
& 

' 

t 


irre sponsible 
realm of tooth 
some generalities continues with impunity 
has at last succeeded in effecting a reduction 
of that 
decorum known to the vulgar populace is 


nsidious human 


parasite upon 


“ dignity Miss List experienced consider 


able difficulty in isolating the germ of this 


blight upon spontaneity—so much difficulty 


indeed, that she is delightfully skeptical as 


to the existence of such a thing as a pure 
and unmotivated case of human punctilio 
The present day dignity, according to the 
report of Dr List. has little to do with 


seriousness of purpose, innate uprightness 


tolerance or any other of the less ephe meral 


with which it pretends to hob-nob 


Ant 


attributes 
Here are 


List’s figures 


DIGNIT 
Integrity 1.438 
Malicious veneet 15.102 
Vainglory 12.981 
Naturalness 108 
Ostentation 32.450 
Constraint 158.00 
Honesty 1. 500 
Presumption 14.9084 
100 . OOC 
Mistaken people who have heretofore 


their dignity 


taken comfort in may now 


Can you name over all the girls you have 


yy — j 
- ma 


LIKELY TO F 


ORGET 


been in love with ? He— Indeed 
throw it LSsicic 1 relief to themselves and 
to the rest of us who havi been bored by 
their unctuous antics 


Revised Proverbs 


The man W ho knows not al d knows not 
he knows not, he is frequent: vou can't do 
anything with hin 

The man who knows not knows he 
knows not, he will listen to vou with awe 
cultivate hin 

Che mal vho ke . ‘ Knows not he 
knows—shun hin ar ke up, and 
become Wise tO Vol 

The man who knows and knows he knows 
he is bore blackball hin 

Same as Before 

fees n cititen (returning from abroad 

There have been some changes in our 
government. | hear By he vay who is 
secretary ot State now 

Fri nd Same as before WV ilsor 

Engaged 

The new choru irl (timidly Is the man- 
ager in 

‘Yes, but he can’t see you now hese 
are his office hours.’ 


Many a Man 
Many a man who thinks he is a woman- 


hater merely hates himself 








THEM 


I can. I know them all by heart. 


Two Systems 


(oman R the case 
Who always got 


For a 


Mr 


dem inded 


ll she 


Complain 


a costume she asked not in 


car or vain 
Whatever she wanted she landed 
She hounded her husband tll he'd have been 
glad 
lo buy her a comet had that been the fad 
But the more he got for her the louder she whined 
And published his faults till I'm jiggered 


If her friends didn't fancy the man was unkind 
And they 
And the more that she pouted 


ill set him down as a nigs 





and whined and 
‘ omplaine d 


Phe harder to please her the poor fellow strained 


And now for the case of voung Mrs. Content 
W ho never had halt 
Her husband his casl 
(And her 
gut she looked and she 
That the husband 


vith price 


what she needed 


1 on his own pleasure spent 
vants and desires went unheeded; 
well satistied 


his own 


acted « 


surveved goodness 


She never demanded a thing as her right 
But cheerfully took 
Thus, though the extent of his giving was slight 


He looked on his dole 


Oh, contentment in 


what he gave her 
as a tlavor 


vyoman’'s a fine attribute 
But complaining seems far more productive of 
fruit! Walter G. Doty. 
Complete 
Knicker 
Bax her 


for putting off the grocer and butcher. 


Is the car equipment complete? 
Yes, it even includes letter forms 














“FRIEDLAND” 


HE WAS a beautiful girl. Judged by any 
standard, I quite knew that. Others were 
bound to agree with me. I was, moreover, 
determined to fall in love with her, 
for I had vowed to myself that I 
would marry a beautiful girl. I 
wanted to be proud of her beauty. 
Then my Greek sense of things 
made it inevitable that I should 
believe that there is nothing beau- 
tiful that is not good. 

So I fell. 

I said: 

*T love you.” 

She did not reply. At first I 
thought that she had not heard me. 
There was no indication that she 

. had. Her eyes did not move. Her 
lips did not move. She did not move. I cannot say that she stared 
at me. To stare is to imply some sort of initiative. I said: 

“T love you.” 

“T heard you the first time,” she replied. 

I was beginning to get a trifle uneasy. I felt, somehow, that 
something ought to be done about it. I had a weak sort of notion, 
at one time, to spring at her throat, to “‘clasp”’ her in my arms, as I 
believe is quite proper upon these exalted occasions. But I am nat- 
urally of a cautious temperament. Besides, something big was at 





(IF NAPOLEON LIVED TO-DAY) 
WAITING 


By CHESTERTON 





Perhaps my whole future happiness 

was involved. I must be patient. 

Yet what-else could I do? The announce- 
She had acknowledged the receipt of my 


stake. 
TODD 


ment had been made. 
communication. 

I smiled craftily. After all, she was probably gathering herself 
together. In another moment she would fall into my arms with a 
glad sob of relief, or something like that. I mustn’t hurry. I must 
give her fluttering heart time. 

After a while I said: 

“Tt’s rather warm to-night, isn’t it? 
but 

“T love you,” she said. Her eyes did not change. 
the expressionless expression upon her beautiful face. Somehow 
the announcement did not do what I had anticipated of it. I felt 
that something ought to be done. But I couldn’t tell what. Finally 
I ventured: 

“Under the circumstances, darling, would it be quite in order 
to kiss you?” 

“No!” Did she seem a trifle more emphatic, or was this a mere 
fancy on my part? 

. “It might disturb me. 

Then—to descend to the common—lI “blew up.” 

‘Look here,” I said sternly, “what is the matter?” I went up to 
her and started to put my arms around her. “I am simply crazy 
about you. I have got to love you. I can feel my love + 

“Feel!” she murmured. ‘“ You must not do that.” 


It may rain to-morrow, 


Neither did 


” 














“Oh!” I said. “So it’s 
that,” I added. 

“Yes,” she replied on the same monotonous level. “It’s that. 
£ I cannot show you that I love you. I can- 
not show the slightest emotion of any sort 
over anything. I have nothoughts. I have 
no feelings. I must not express myself in 
any manner. I cannot be sorry or be glad. 
I am not permitted to think of anything. 
That is the style, you know. I did not start 
it. I have to live up to it to be in good 
form.” 

I bowed. 

“ Darling,” I replied, “1 understand. The unemotional among all 
beautiful girls like yourself is the latest fad. When do you think it 
will be over? When shall I come around again and love you in the 
old-fashioned way?” 

And she replied: 

“*Possibly—six months. 
York fad.” 


Then I began to realize what it was. 





That is about the life of every New 


The Impoverished Fur Collar 
6¢T\IDN’T I see you lately with a fur-collared coat on?” 
Wyzeguy. 

“Like as not. 

“Hock it?” 

“Hock nothing! I’d ’a’ had to hock it though if I’d kept it any 
longer. Why, do you know that coat was about to ruin me! My 
wife gave it to me for Christmas, and I was tickled stiff with it. I 
wore it around prouder than a peacock for a while. Then I began 
to notice things. ; 


asked 


’ 


I was on exhibition for a day or so in one of ’em.’ 























“T first noticed it when I took a little run away from home. 
Every time I got into a depot the red-caps lined up in solid pha- 
lanxes and just grabbed my bag right out of my hand. Then when I got 
into a parlor-car—and those fool red-caps wouldn’t let me go any- 
where else—the porter just hung around and wrung his hands and 
smiled till he had to be lubricated copiously so that I might stay in 
the drawing and not disillusion him too much. When I got off the 
train the taxi-pirates surrounded me completely and the red-caps 
(I couldn’t dodge those at all) handed me into a machine as if 1 were 
a royal prince. 

“‘T spent more money in those two days of travel than I had ever 
spent before in ten. That fur-collared coat looked like ready money. 
I presented the appearance of one who would reek dimes and 
dribble nickels and leak quarters at every pore. I had the look of 
one who is likely to come down with a silver hemorrhage on the 
slightest provocation. 

“So I just put that fur coat away in moth-balls and shan’t take 
it out again—at least not when I’m going among strangers, or until 
I’ve saved up a lot more money.” —Strickland Gillilan. 


Incongruous 

Stage manager—My dear, I wish you would wear a different 
gown in the second act. 

Rita Ravenyelp—But that is the latest style full dress and I 
paid two hundred dollars for it. 

Stage manager—That may be true, but when your husband 
says “‘Woman, you are hiding something from me,” the audience 
can’t figure out what he means. 





Simple justice, whether a woman gets it from her photograph 
or from a male jury, means that she is a chicken no longer. 























HE CRITIC surely was undecided. 

“T don’t quite know what to 

make of this play,” he said. “In 

some ways it is a very good per- 
formance, and in others it is flat.” 

“Why not balance your ideas, and take 
a rising vote?” suggested the Tired Business 
Man. “If the good outweighs the bad, or 
the other way, you will have a pretty good 
idea of your own opinion of this show—al- 
though I'll tell you right now, I’ve formed 
mine.” 

“Yes?” said the Critic 
‘“* May I ask what it is?” 

“Tt’s just this—I don’t like it,”’ said the 
Tired Business Man. ‘‘We’ve seen three 
acts already, and I’m blessed if I feel that 
I've had a good time. The sight of that 
blackmailing sheet in operation has sickened 
me for the evening.” 2 

‘““You’re paying a large tribute to the play 
in saying that,” retorted the Critic. 

We were waiting for the curtain to rise on 
the final act of “The Fear Market.’’ My 
friend the Musician, whom I had dragged 
from a contemplation of the relative merits 
of a symphony concert and a piano recital, 
turned to me accusingly. 

“You said I’d have a good time,” he com- 
plained. 

“T said you needed a rest,”’ I defended, 
“and I really thought that Amelie Rives 
could take your mind off diminished sev 
enths for a while.” 

“You’re doing just what a friend of mine 
did the other evening,” said the Musician. 
“He has a theory that I’m working too 
hard, and he took me to see ‘The Pride 
of Race.’ I left before the thing was near 
over.” 

“Apparently we don’t approve of the 
semi-tragic line adopted by the late offer 
ings,”’ said the Critic. 

The Musician took the floor. 

“There is no tragedy in these degenerate 
days,” said he. “Tragedy is not tragedy 
unless it points some philosophical truth. 
The Public’s insistent demand for the happy 


interestedly. 


lc 's a question whether she more easily captures squls—or hearts 
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By CYRIL ANDREW 
ending has brought out a number of produc- 
tions that are neither fish, flesh, nor good red 
herring, but—er——”’ 

“Vegttable soup,” 
Business Man. 

“That expresses it exactly,” said the 
Musician. ‘The modern drama'seems to 
be, in great part, the 
highly uneugenic marriage of Comedy and 
Tragedy.” 

The Critic made a mental note. 

“*The Pride of Race,’” said he, “is un- 
healthy. We find the hero-villain enjoying 
life on his tropical isle, and we see no more 
of the wife whom he wronged so bitterly. 
The acting of Hilliard is very pleasing; and 
the cast is excellent. But, as the Débutante 
said a while ago, it’s hard to decide whether 
a good play with a poor cast is preferable to 
a good cast in a bad play. For my part, I 


suggested the Tired 


descendant of a 
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ONE OF JUDGE’S FAVORITES. 
GRACE GEORGE, in “MAJOR BARBARA” 








think that ‘The Pride of Race’ is not one of 
the season’s successes.” 

The Musician spoke again. 

“T went to the Théatre Francais the other 
night,”’ said he, ‘‘and I was well rewarded. 
‘La Marche Nuptiale’ was a splendid piece 
of work.” 

The Critic and I agreed. 

“The Théatre Francais is never a disap- 
pointment,” said the Critic. ‘‘They have an 
excellent company there—Lillian Greuze 
and Claude Benedict divide the honors— 
and they put on only the best plays. An 
evening spent there is an antidote to the 
overcrowding of fungoid drama that is in our 
systems.”’ 

**Say,”’ said the Tired Business Man, sud- 
denly, “I think that Lucile Watson is the 
best actor in this play. I know lots of women 
just like that.” 

I agreed with him. Lucile Watson had 
been the bright spot in a somewhat morbid 
evening. She had presented the part of 
Milly Sayre to perfection. Edwin Nicander 
as Bertie Sayre had been good, but not so 
good as Lucile Watson. 

The Tired Business Man, pleased at the 
reception of his criticism, tried a new tack. 

“TI wish they’d put on a new, snappy 
musical comedy,” said he. “I’ve seen all 
there are, and I want some more.” 

“The crop of musical comedies has been a 
bit deficient this season,” said the Critic. 
“But perhaps your hopes will be gratified in 
the near future. There are several produc- 
tions of that sort under way now.” 

“Tf they are no improvement on the pres- 
ent lot,” said the Musician, “‘I will begin to 
fear presently that the stage has utterly 
degenerated.” 

“Well, there’s one comfort, anyway,” said 
the Critic. “In Drama, as well as most 
other spheres, the survival of the fittest is 
the rule.” 

“The fittest may survive,” said the 
Musician, as the lights dimmed for the final 
act of “* The Fear Market,” “‘ but the present 
generation has to suffer in the meantime.” 
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Peterette Pan in the Park 
The mamma who wouldn’t grow up 


Sketch (London). 














“Meiern, was hat denn Ihre Ida fir ‘ne 
Freundin?"’ 

“Ach, mit die vakehrt se nur an die zwee fleischlosen 
Wochentage.” 

“Meiern, who is that thin woman that 
your Ida has for a friend?” 

“Oh, she only goes around with der on the 
two meatless days in the week.—lJk 


(Berlin). 


magere 


Service Obligatory for Bachelors 

Oh! si vous divorcez, John, vous ir faire la 
guerre!" 

Yes. C’'etait moins dangereux 

“If you divorce me, John, you'll have to 
go to war!” 

“Yes. It would be less 
Le Rire (Paris) 


dange rous!”’ 


oe 


Wife—’ Aven’t brought relics 
"ome? 
Husband 


don). 


you any 


Ain’t J enough?—Puuch (Lon 


Consolation 
Pikkolo (gutmutig zum Gaste, der sich krampfhaft be- 
muht, Messer und Gabel richtig zu handhaben)—" Es 
sen Sie nur ruhig mit dem Messer . . . ich hab’s fruher 
auch nicht anders gemacht." 


Omnibus (kindly to a guest who is making 
strenuous efforts to manipulate his knife and 
fork correctly)—Don’t be afraid! Eat with 
your knife. I used to do the same thing 
once!—Fliegende Blaetter (Munich). 


OVER THE 


SEA 





Diversion 
Wirt—Resi, -leisten S’ dem Stadtfrack da auf der 
Beranda a bissel Gesellschaft! Der untersucht au 
Langeweil’ den Wein und die Butter, das kénnt 
schheszlich a Chemiker sein! 


Restaurant keeper—Resy, go out and jolly 
the city chap on the veranda. He’s so bored 
that he keeps tasting the butter and wine, 
and he might be a chemist.—Meggendorfer 
Blaetter (Munich). 


ss 


The Sacrifice 


Uns're Ehering konnt’n wir schlieszlich furs Vater- 
land hergeb’n—wenn man nur wuszt, wos besser 
g’schazt war'n: auf der Reichsbank, auf der M« sing- 
sammelstell’ oder am End dochs wieder im Pfand- 
haus?" 

“‘We could give our wedding ring for the 
Fatherland—if we only knew where it would 
be worth the most. At the bank, the brass- 
foundry or the pawnshop.”—Jugend (Mu- 
nich). 






















CELLULOID SONNETS 
CHARLIE CHAPLIN ~ 














Blithe artist of the bludgeon and the brick, 
How many times I’ve envied you the grace 
And artlessness with which you break the face 
Of some fresh bully or pugnacious Mick ! 
How fervently I’ve yearned to try that kick 
Which catapults the villain into space 
A thousand members of the human race 
I long to use as subjects for the trick. 


I like the way you take the knock-out rap ; 
In all these years I never heard you squawk 
Without a murmur you endure the tap. 
But here my friendship for you needs must balk: 
In other ways you are a likely chap 
But you designed the Charlie Chaplin walk ! 
W. Kee Maxwell 


. Just a Freak 
Customer—I suppose this 1905 model here 
is to show how well your cars last. 
Auto Dealer—No; that is just a freak car, 
10 years old and never had a single mortgage 
on it 


A Notable Birthday 
HE ISSUE of the Harvard Lampoon 
commemorating the fortieth birthday 
of that publication has just arrived. His 
Honor wished to express the current felici- 
tations when he learned, several days ago, 
that January twenty-ninth was the date of 
the origin of “‘Lampy”’; but a perusal of the 
“goth Milestone Number” compels him to 
tell the printer to hold the space open for a 
while longer, while he searches for something 
more adequate than the usual “‘many happy 
returns.”’ 

The Lampoon has always had a high 
standard of excellence, in art as well as text. 
It has an equally elevated standard of 
hospitality, as the writer can well attest, 
judging as he does from a several-years-ago 
visit to the Ibis’s Dutchly classic home in 
Cambridge. So His Honor lays aside wig 
and gavel for a moment to say “Prosit, 
Lampy! And long life to you!” 





Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that Abbott's 
Bitters be used in msg aking it; insures your getting the very 
st. C.W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md 


(Adv.) 






















DID YOU VISIT THE PHILADELPHIA CENTENNIAL IN 1876? 


That's a long time back. But that was 
about the time that Richmond Straight 
Cuts were first made; 


—like a woman with a secret—will 
tell in the end.” 


In all these years, the high quality of 
Richmond Straight Cuts has never 
varied, Their “bright” Virginia tobacco 
has the same characteristic and appeal- 
“ee taste iis 


These cigarettes were the first high- 
gtade cigarettes made in the United 
States, That they are so popular today 
bears out the old saying that ‘Quality 


‘RICHMOND STRAIGHT CUT, 


Cigarettes. 


PLAIN OR CORK TIP—15 Cents 









Besides the regular package shown here, 
these cigarettes are also packed in at- 
tractive tins, 50 for 40 cents: 100 for 75 
cents. These larger packages will be sent 
prepaid on receipt of price if your dealer 
cannot supply you. 


RICHMOND, Vinewia,USA 
AMYERS TOBACCO CO. successon 


MienVGinters vain 











PRESS CUTTING BUREAU 

will send you all newspaper clip- 
pings which may appear about 

you, your friends, or any subject on which you may want to be 

“up-to-date.” Every newspaper and periodical of importance 

in the Vases States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 
or 100 notice 


HENRY. “ROMEIKR, 106-110 Seventh Ave., N. Y. 


WANTED —AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME | ROMEIKE’ 


simple thing to patent. Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for “Needed Inventions” and “How to Get 
You. Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., Patent Attor- 
neys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 














This Canoe Brings a Summer Full of Fun 
If you want to know what pleasure canoeing is—get an 
“Old Town.”’ $30 up will buy an ‘‘Old Town Canoe” 
and you can’t beat it at any price. It’s safe, graceful 
and easy to paddle; won’t leak or absorb water. 4000 
‘“‘Old Town Canoes” ready. Easy to buy from dealer 
or factory. 
Send for catalog of canoe views and facts. 

OLD TOWN CANOE CO., 1543 Main St., Old Town, Maine, U. S. A. 


Old down Cances 















Pipe satisfaction 
means a_ clean 
dry smoke. The i 








big construction 
and the “well” in 
The Wellington 
guarantee this. 
That’s what 


made 
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THE UNIVERSAGXL PIPE 


At All Good Dealers’ 
25c, 35c, 50c and up. 
Look for the triangle 
W DC on pipes of 
every style. It means 
greatest pipe value. 


William Demuth & Co. 
New York 

















130 Years of 
Purity Perfection 


E Popularity 


f\ 


The Achievement and Pride of 
4 Generations 
1786 «. u. 


Evans & Sons, Hudson, N. Y. 1916 










Nickel - plate 
5 las. 
long 


Wizard Repeating 
LIQUID PISTOL 


Will stop the most vicious dog (or 
man) without permanent injury. 
Perfectly safe to carry without danger of leakage. 
Fires and recharges by pulling the trigger. Loads from any liquid. 
No cartridges required. Over 6 shots in one loading. All dealers, 
or by mall, 500. Rebber-covered Holster, Wc. With Pistol, 55¢. Money 
order or postage stamps. ne coin. 





Parker Stearns & Co., 294 Sheffield Ave., Dept. E, Brooklyn, N. Y. 


THE MODERN WOMAN 


Suffrage Facts and Fancies 
By ANNA CADOGAN ETZ 
Doors Still Closed In England 

is an ancient and aJmost obsolete the- 

ory that social safety demands the sepa- 
ration of the sexes. There are people living 
who remember when men and women sat 
apart in the churches, the object of which 
custom being to protect men from contami- 
nation by the women. 

Co-education was once opposed in this 
country as a dangerous social innovation, 
exactly as woman suffrage is now opposed in 
the East. Even in the East it is assumed 
that the utility and social safety of co-educa- 
tion is a settled question, just as in the West 
the utility and social safety of equal suffrage 
is no longer debated. 

With what a shock of amused wonder then 
one reads in a recent publication, “‘ Memories 
of a Publisher,” that no less a person than 
Lord Kitchener, in crossing the Atlantic 
with the author in 1910, gravely remarked 
that co-education must have worked havoc 
with American institutions resulting, as it 
must, in a great increase of illegitimate 
Even so ignorant can a great war 
where op- 


babies. 
lord be, in a country—England 
portunities are still closed doors to women, 
that have long been open in America. 


Working at High Pressure 
URING the recent suffrage campaign 
in New York state 2,500 women held 

official positions without pay in the suffrage 
organizations, 200,000 women were active 
workers giving part or all of their time, 
7,250,000 leaflets were distributed and 
10,350 meetings were held—all this during 
a time limit of six months. That women 
need expend as much time and labor on 
using the ballot as they have to get it 
seems a bit improbable and since the wail of 
the neglected kid, the lament of the aban- 
doned husband or the growl of the unpatron- 
ized provision dealer has not yet rent the 
circumambient air it is possible that women 
may vote without slumping in their other 
life duties. 


When Chivalry Flourished in the Soil of 
Politics 
ITH their hearts in their mouths and 
almost lumps in thefr throats five 
thousand women in the darkness of 5:30 
on election morning in New York state 
left their warm beds and glided softly forth 
along dimly lighted streets glancing fear- 
fully at shadowy corners as they clutched 
their watchers’ certificates in their hands. 
’Twas for the polling places they were 
headed—those frightful dens where ‘twas 
said the mere entrance of a female creature 
would blast all chivalry from the heart of 
man. 

And what happened? Never did the 
Empire state behold such quiet and decorura 
at the polls. Election officials carried um- 
brellas to women givirg out dodgers in the 
rain at the hundred foot lmit. They 

















B right with charged and 
other waters. 


Old Overholt Rye 
f 


“Same for 100 years” 
doubly enhances the pleasure 
of a high ball. Aged in the 
wood and bottled in bond, 
lends a charming, piquant | 
taste that lingers. Just try an 
**Old Overholt Highball.’* 

A. OVERHOLT & CO, 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 
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A Clean Cover is As Necessary 
As a Clean Collar 


This binder will keep your copies of Judge 
neat and keep them together, too. 
The year’s collection of Judge’s fun, in pic- 
ture, type and color can be compactly kept 
for the long winter evening. 

A year of Judge that you have enjoyed is too 
good to lose. <A year of Judge bound is a year 
saved. 

This practical binder holds the copies securely 
without defacing the pages, it cannot slip or 
tear the leaves and it does not “pinch” the 
It leaves the whole page exposed. 


A year of Judge in the binder 
is as easy to read as a maga- 


zine of equal size. 


covers. 


$1.50 brings the binder post free 


LESLIE-JUDGE CoO. 
225 Fifth Avenue, NEW YORK 
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when they brought cigars for the men. 
They fell over each other to get the most 
comfortable chair for “the lady” and 
apologized for its not being a rocker. 

Some time ago a man in an elevator re- 
moved his hat on the entrance of a woman. 
Then noting her suffrage button he clamped 
his hat solidly on his head and puffed his 
cigar as offensively as possible. He was giv- 
ing her a voiceless speech and it was as 
follows: 

Madam, if you insist on political rights 
you will be treated just as men treat men. 
* That this man was, is, and ever shall be 
wrong there are now over five thousand 
women who can prove from_ personal 
experience. The American man is famous 
the world over for his courtesy to women. 
It is not a veneer but goes clear through 
him and it won’t rub off because she hap- 
pens to be going to drop her vote in the bal- 
lot box rather than her letter in the post box. 


How Men Value the Thing They so Lightly 
Take Away from Women 
MAN who had served a term in prison 
entered a lawyer’s office and asked for 
the lawyer’s signature to a petition to the 
Governor to restore his citizenship. To the 
question as to why he was so anxious to 
regain his citizenship he replied: 

“Why, say, you can’t do a thing without 
it. You’ve no standing. I may have to go 
to court, as a witness and the moment they 
find out that I’m no citizen, I’m discredited. 

“T stand no chance of bettering myself. 
Can’t apply for a civil service position or any 
city office. Have no chance with the politi- 
cians if Il ask fora job. Believe me it’s hard 
enough to earn your living anyway but 
without your citizenship it’s impossible.” 

The lawyer gladly signed knowing only 
too well the plight in which the man found 
himself for she herself had been deprived of 
her citizenship and held disqualified as a 
lawyer in her state and her offence con- 
sisted merely in being a woman and in 
marrying a foreigner. 


A Critical Estimate 

“THE MAN who means well is as dis- 

tressing as a camel’s hair undergar- 
ment,” stated Professor Pate. “He is as 
free from evil purpose as a dead clam on a 
lee shore, but—er-h’m!—the Other Place 
is paved with good intentions, and yet is 
ho picnic ground. On account of his inno- 
cence he is always getting into predicaments 
that no one else would think of, and he will 
take with a smile risks that would make 
the most heavily bearded pioneer shudder 
to even contemplate. After getting himself 
embroiled in trouble he expects, because 
he meant well, that all the rest of us will 
drop whatever we are doing and rush to 
his rescue. I must confess that Iam weary 
of the well meaning man.” 


True! 
The sick man with a pretty nurse needs 
alot of waiting on. 


brought chocolates to the women watchers 




















































CONSTIPATION IN 
CHILDREN 


O you realize how often the founda- 
tions of ill health are laid in early 
childhood — by the neglect of parents 

who fail to guard their children from the 
dangers of the constipation habit P 

Children should not be given cathartics and strong 
purges. They weaken the natural processes of 
evacuation and are dangerously habit-forming. 






Approved by 
Harvey W. Wiley 
Director of 
Good House- 
keeping 
Bureau of 
Foods, San- 
itation and 
Health 














A far safer and saner means of securing normal 
bowel movements is the use of Nujol, which emi- 
nent physicians, both in this country and abroad, 
are now prescribing. 


Nujol is not a laxative, but acts in effect as a me- 
chanical lubricant, preventing the contents of the 
intestines from becoming hard and so promoting 
healthy and regular bowel activity. 


Most druggists carry Nujol, which is sold only in 
pint bottles packed in cartons bearing the Nujol 
trademark. If your druggist does not carry 
Nujol, accept no substitute. We will send a pint 
bottle prepaid to any point in the United 
States on receipt of 75c.—money order or 
stamps. 


Write for booklet, ““The Rational Treatment of 
Constipation.” Address Dept. 13. 


STANDARD OIL COMPANY 


(New Jersey) 
Bayonne New Jersey 


Nujol 
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THE DEWEY HOTEL Wastin b.°e 


The most homelike hotel in Washington with every modern convenience and appointment. 
Under the personal management of Mr. Pattee. 


The hotel is situated in the very centre of the City. Five minutes’ walk to the White 
House, Treasury, all public buildings and the shopping district. 


The hotel has a national reputation for its ideal surroundings and its select clientele. 


European Plan, - - $1.50 per day and up 
American Plan, - - $3.50 per day and up 


BOOKLETS AND INFORMATION UPON REQUEST 


GEORGE Q. PATTEE, Proprietor 


Also the Rockingham Hotel, Portsmouth, N. H., and the Senate Restaurant at the Capitol 


























No one on earth can mix two 
cocktails equally well by guess- 
work. The whole charm of a 
cocktail is in the smoothness 
that comes from accurate blend- 
ing and aging. 

That is why Club Cocktails are 
always fine and smooth—mixed 
to measure—of,the best liquors 
—then aged in wood. 








Get your favorite kind at your 
dealer's. 






G. F. HEUBLEIN & BROTHER 
New York Hartford London 
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Book Lovers of the Rare and 


Unusual: 


Don’t wake up too late to a re- 














alization of what you are mis- 


sing! Read our amazing offer of 


Rudyard Kipling 
“Soldiers three” and “Plain 
Tales from the Hills” 


on page next to the last page of this issu 


Send coupon today 


BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION COMPANY 


225 Fifth Avenue New York City 


FORD JOKE BOOK 


All the latest and best fu..ny Jokes, and i e on the FORD auto- 
mobile. Hundreds of them ~ 7 —y nes. Also JITNEY 
jokes, Moving Pictures, and 5 — p- Laugh till zee shake. 
A neat colored covered book by mail for ouly TEN CENTS. 

PIKE PUB. co. BOX 305 


So. Norwalk, Conn. 
























Red or 





“Vulcan ” Ink Pencils 


The ONLY perfect, non-leakable 
ink pencils at moderate 


OFiCeS- Order 











Extra Sise—8 tnepes 
black only) $1.2 

REE—1 supply ¥ ink with 

orders. Age Wanted. Big Profits. 


retail 
J. J. ULLRICH “ac CO., 27 Thames St.. 











A TREATISE ON THE HAIR 
The fourth etition of “The Hair, its phvsiology, anatomy, diseases and 
treatment,"’ by Dr. Achershaug (Norwar), “‘is und: wubtediv the most 
@oncise and scientific writing up to date on this subject . Pressquet. The book 
with eworn statements, physicians’ st wil bs emt ‘en rveipa of pone 
. Address author, Achersbaug, 500 6th Avenue, New York. 























With the College Wits 





Reggie, old top, 


Cholmondeley—1 say, 
shall we get help for the blooming beggar? 


—Why really, old man, I 
We don’t know 


W orcestershire 
do not see why we should. 
him.—W idow. 


The Naked Truth 
name on that picture. 
Drybill—VX es, “ Nude.” 
Highball—1 was just wonderin’ what they 
put it there for. A blind man can’t read it 
and a fellow with eyes can see for himself. 
Stanford Chaparral. 


Highball—See the 


Gibson—I hear 
What caused it? 
every night for 
—Punch Bowl. 


What Caused It 
Smith has snow blindness. 
Fibson—He went out 
two weeks in a full-dress shirt. 


That Child! 


look at that man! 


Tommy — Oh, mother, 
He’s only got one arm. 


Mother—Hush! He'll hear you. 

Tommy—Why, doesn’t he know it?— 
Tiger. 

When—He—When is a joke not a joke? 


She—W ell? 

He—Usually.—W isconsin Awk. 
Insulted—7he Large One—You look as 

if you had just stepped out of a fashion book. 
The Small One—How dare you, sir! I am 


a respectable lady!—Williams Purple Cow. 


Twenty for a Scent—History Prof.— 
rell about the Turkish atrocities of the Mid- 
dle Ages. 

Nemo Domi 
cigarettes then. 


I didn’t know people smoked 
Pitt Panther. 


Drowning!—‘‘ What makes you sit there 
and toot that horn?” 

“Charley told me to,” said the fair one, 
“so I won’t hear the things he says while 
he’s fixing the machine.”’—Tiger. 


We're For It! Cynic—They should 
represent Time as a woman in the illustra- 
tions instead of a man. 

L’ Allegro—Oh, please, sir, why? 

Cynic—Well, you know, “Time will tell.” 

Stanford Chaparral. 


Kipling in Coontown—WMistah Coopah 
(after the tiff)—Yessah. yessah, de pote wuz 
right, de pote wuz right—a good cigah am 
a good cigah, but a woman am only a smoke. 
—Green Gander. 

Before College thing 
after another.” 

After College 
phenomena.” 


* Life is just one 
“Life is a series of vital 
Green Gander. 
How, Indeed— “I hear that Bill is 
going out Wesf for his health.” 

“Is he? How did it get out there?”— 
Penn Punch Bowl. 











Not who started the war 
—but who is going to end it 
2 


os 
, | SHAT is the burning question today 
with the men in every army sick of 
fighting, and the statesmen in every 
foreign office anxious for the end. 


What part will America play in the pour- 
parleys? What part has she already 
played ? 

Leslie’s Washington correspondent tells 
you what is happening at the capitol; 
Leslie’s pictures show you what is hap- 
pening on the battlefields and behind 
the lines. 





Leslie's 














Picture reporters in every part of the world and 
expert writers of finance, travel, trade, motors 
and sports in charge of its dep: urtments at home 
have made Leslie’s America’s greatest illustrated 
weekly new. Spaper. 

Its striking pictures, its informative depart- 
ments, and its wise and conservative editorial 
policy make Leslie’s welcome in more than 
410,000 good homes. 

Leslie’s belongs on your reading table. Five 
dollars with the coupon below brings it for 
a year. 


L slie’s 
Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 
225 Fifth Avenue New York 


Leslie’s, 225 Fifth Ave., New York 


Send me Leslie’s for one year, for which I enclose $5.00. 


overt 
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Passing the Mustard 


Tact—Hub—I told Bohrsum that we 
might drop in on them tonight. 

Wife—Oh, fudge! You know I don’t 
want to visit those people. and I can’t see 
why you do. 

Hub—1 don’t. I told him that. so that we 
can stay at home tonight without fear of hav- 
ing them drop in on us.—Boston Transcript. 


Realism—‘ First really realistic novel I 
ever read.”” ‘“‘What’s so realistic about it?” 

“Didn’t you notice? The heroine does 
about six times as much talking as the hero.” 
—Kansas City Journal. 


What She Meant—“She talks at dif- 
ferent times of ‘my maid,’ ‘my cook,’ ‘my 
laundress,’”’ said the woman with the mack- 
inaw. 

“Has she actually so many servants?”’ 

“No,” said the accompanying male person, 
“she means that her hired girl is a lightning- 
change artist.”——Detroit Saturday Night. 


Reputation—“ When a man does any- 
thing well he ought to get credit for it,”’ re- 
marked the generous-minded man. 

“Not always,” replied Bronco Bob. ‘‘ Me 
an’ Piute Pete got the reputation of bein’ 
such good poker players that it completely 
spoiled business.””—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


Pertinent Query—Victim—What has 
happened? Where am I? 

Doctor—You have been seriously injured 
ina trolley accident. But cheer up—you will 
recover. 

Vicim—How much?—New York Times. 

Percy’s Idea— Mother—My dear Percy, 
now that you’ve left college you must really 
begin looking for some sort of ee 

Percy—But don’t you think, mother, 
would be more dignified to wajt until the 
offers begin to come in?—Dallas News. 


Conscience —Fuzzhby—Yes, she’s a nice 
girl, but if you marry her in the hope that 
she'll one day come into a fortune,won’t your 
conscience trouble you? 

Sportlove—Oh, no! Not if she really gets 
the money.—New York Globe. 


Protective—‘“I don’t like to have my 
husband prop up a newspaper at the break- 
fast-table. Do you?” 

“Oh, I don’t know. It keeps the grape- 
fruit from spattering as far as it otherwise 
might.”—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Why — She—Why do they call this soup 
puree de Jackson? 

He—Well, you see, Jackson is the name of 
the chef and he had a hand in it —Harvard 
Lampoon 


A Bet—Dolly—And you tell me that 
you have graduated from the school of 
experience? 

Cholly—Ah, yes. 

Dolly—I'll bet it was a night school. 
Tiger. 


One of ’"Em—Enthusiast—Don’t the 
Spectators tire you with the questions they 
ask? 


Aviator—Yes. What else do you want to 
know?— Jester. 
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A Year Before The Father of His 
Country Took The Oath of Office 


Carstairs Rye was the country’s 
standard. Each succeeding year 
has shown increased popularity. 
Used “straight,” or in High Balls, 
Carstairs Rye—in the non-refill- 
able bottle—has no superior. 








HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 
Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 


Branch Warehouses: 
20 Beekman Street, New York, and 32 Clinton Street, Newark, N. J. 














‘GAR. BRAINS 


GARS 


“MADE AT al west— 











ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 
Look and Wear 


sia, WHITE 

“we, Vattey GEM Wi like Diamonds 

ul \ Are being worn by the wealthiest people 
everywhere.Stand acid and fire diamond 
test. So hard they scratch a file and cut 
glass. Brilliancy gaarantocd twenty-five 
: y ears. Will send you these wonderful gems in 

‘any style, 14 K, solid ~_ regular diamond mountings 
—by express—charges prepaic you can see and wear them 
before you buy them. Wuilejor big illustrated catalog and Free TrialOffer 


WHITE VALLEY GEM CO., 819 Wulsin Bidg., Indianapolis, Indiana 













Free Trial 


Piedmont Red Cedar 

Chests protect furs and 

= from moth, mice, dust 

- ame. Finest birthday, 
. in 

New Low Factory Prices ee We oo the Rinne 

Write for big new catalog with reduced prices. Postpaid FREE. 


Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co. , Dept. 64, Statesville, N.C. 











Your dealer knows 


























The. 7 Be An Artist 











AKE 


spill a few 
it’s chuck 


postpaid 





Money Drawing Comic Pictures. Let the 


world’s famous cartoonist, Eugene Zimmerman, 


ideas into your head. Get the Zim Book 
full of valuable suggestions. Price $1.00 


Bound in 3-4 Morocco. Satisfaction guar- 


anteed. Money back if book returned in ten days 


Address Zim Book Desk 2-26 


BRUNSWICK BUILDING NEW YORK 
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Drewn by 
The Brmrdee Co. Cheego 
Prete by 
Pound City Enereving Co. % Leute 


the series of copy to Advertise Advertising. by the 


Introducing 
Associated Advertising Clubs of the World ters, 
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President Wilson's Message 
on Advertising 


letter to the President of 
the Associated Advertising 
Clubs of the World 
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Stories with Smiles 
What They Discussed—A literary 


club was organized by women in a suburb 
of Boston. For a while everything went 
along beautifully. One evening, while the 
Browns were having dinner, Mr. Brown 
asked: 

“Well, Inez, did you have a pleasant 
meeting at your club this afternoon?” 

“Oh, yes, dear!” replied Mrs. Brown 
with great enthusiasm, “it was really a 
splendid meeting. About the best we have 
had, I think.” 

“Indeed,” said the husband, who was not 
a firm believer in women’s clubs; ‘“ what was 
the topic under discussion to-day?” 

Mrs. Brown couldn’t seem to remember 
at first. Finally, however, she exclaimed 
triumphantly: 

“Oh, yes, [remember! We discussed that 
brazen-looking woman with red hair that’s 
just moved in across the street, and Shake- 


speare.”—Philadelphia Ledger. 
Wisdom of Willy—Mother (angrily)— 


Why didn’t you come when I called you the 
first time? 

W illie— Cause I didn’t hear you till you 
called the third time. 

Mother—Now how could you know it 
was the third call unless you heard the other 
two? 

Willie—Easy enough, ma. I knew it 
was the third time ‘cause you sounded so 
mad.—Boston Transcript. 


Beauty in Distress—Received by a 
school teacher: 

“Dear Miss: I am very sorry to tell you 
something what happened the day before 
you went away. Sarah Slavinsky began to 
fight with me and I told her I do not want to 
fight with such tough. She wanted to fight 
because she had her friends with her. She 
began to fight and Sarah Slavinsky gave me 
a punch in my nose so she put the bone out 
of its place so I am in the Hospital. I will 
come home Thursday. I am writing this 
letter stating what sort of girls we have in 
our club. I am writing this letter in a bad 
condition because I could hardly write this 
letter. I had to lay in bed and I had to hold 
my nose up, so I could hardly write this 
letter. Please excuse my writing. My 
mother said That if you would not stop that 
business that I can not come to club. It 
is very series. And Sarah Slavinsky was 
telling a lie that I was talking about Lillie 
and I am not afraid of all of them but if 
God will help me come out of the hospital 
I will give it to her. I will cripple her and 
my mother is going to watch her. I wish 
you have a very nice New Year party, but 
I can not rejoice it. Yours truly, Yetta 
Levinson.” —New York Tribune. 


Not Superstitious—/He—Are you su- 
perstitious when thirteen persons sit down 
to the table at the same time? 

She—Well, not superstitious, but I am 
sometimes worried, if I have cooked only 
enough for ten.—Kansas City Star. 


An Afterthought—* What’s the matter, 
Bobbie?” 

“Please, auntie, I don’t like my cake.” 

“Well, dear, don’t eat it.” 

“But, auntie, I have eaten it.”—Fads 
and Fancies. 
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OMMY ATKINS HAS COME INTO HIS OWN AGAIN 


Tommy—immortalized in the stories and ballads of Rudyard Kipling—now holds the center of the 
World’s stage, the cynosure of all eyes. As the refrain from Kipling’s famous ballad puts it, 


“Then it’s Tommy this, an’ Tommy that, 
an’ “Tommy, ’ow’s yer soul?’ 

But it’s “Thin red line of ’eroes’ when 
the drums begin to roll.” 


England’s “thin red line’ that withstood the shock of Waterloo is now repeating history 
through her Khaki clad sons on the battle scarred frontiers of France and Belgium. 


THE LOTUS EDITION OF THE WORKS OF 


RUDYARD KIPLING 


we see the English soldier in barracks, at play, in love and in the grim work of repelling the onslaughts of barbarian hordes as he 


In these six attractive volumes of 


stoutly advances the emblem of England’s sovereignty, that justice, honesty and fair play may follow in its wake. 


FASCINATING STORIES OF LIFE YOU WILL READ THIS SET 
IN THE RANKS Because it offers you every temptation to use it. 


24s The volumes fit the hand nicely—eac » being 

No one knows the good qualities and the weaknesses The volu 7 - ee 2 a oe fe ee 

i ' a ‘ , -. « . 6'4 x 4 inches. 1ey lie perfectly flat when 
MINE OWN of the British private like Kipling, and no such pic ve i , . ong 2 ei - 

i opened. The type is large and clear. The binding 


tures of actual life in the ranks in its humorous and 


PEOPLE : ; : : a red buckram with genuine gold titles. 
tragic phases were ever drawn as those presented 


; ° ° ° ° » Cc te Set— 
in his stories of the trio of fast friends, headed by rhe Complete Set 


the inimitable, saturated Mulvaney, who shoulder 6 VOLUMES 
to shoulder pass through many perils and escapades 176 TITLES 
in war and in the no less trying ordeals of peace. 2500 PAGES 


DAZZLING PICTURES OF ANGLO- The same contents usually published in 10 volumes, 


INDIAN LIFE is yours, if you are prompt, at 
A REAL BARGAIN PRICE 


Stories about English men and women of the : readies 
‘cae we But quick action is necessary, as there are less than 
administrative caste, the military types, the schem- , re : 
- ‘ a : 2,000 sets made for the English market which we 
ing mammas, the wonderful rattling, riding ladies . 


: secured from an international publisher at a sacrifice, 

ever on the lookout for husbands and lovers—often, , I i : 

; ; 2 and we will not be able to fill orders at this price 

it would seem, the husbands and lovers of others } 

° . : alter these sets are gone. 

are told with a freshness and unconventionality Segens “5 

‘ ; . : Don’t fail, therefore, to send coupon today, and 

peculiarly his own, which helps to explain the ' a : . 
. . . : remember that the price 

unmistakable intensity of the general relish for I 


Rudyard Kipling. s 1 70 
STARTLING TALES OF NATIVE LIFE 
covers delivery charges at your door. 


Curious glimpses of customs and superstitions and THE STORIES, BALLADS AND POEMS THAT ESTAB- 
hidden matters never seen by | LISHED KIPLING’S REPUTATION AND MADE HIM 


uncanny religions 
THE IDOL OF THE ENGLISH READING PUBLIC 


the traveler, and known only to few residents, for 

. : . : ire all found in this set-—Plain Tales from the Hills, The City of 
which the author has remarkable keenness of scent Dreadfal Night. The Story of the Gadebys. Soldiers Three, 
Mine Own People, The Light that Failed, Under the Deodars, 
Without Benefit of Clergy, the pathetic narrative of an English- 





remind us that India is above all the land of mystery. 


So vivid are these tales that we feel the scorching 1an’s liaison with a Mohammedan—declared by many to be 
| a ' enloe we li the greatest short story ever written. The Recrudescence of 
reat, we see the riot of color, we sense the impending Imray, a ghastly tale of madness and crime, The Man Who 
. 7 Jas, an uncanny tale about nan’s return fr orse than 
danger, we smell the dust from the sun-baked earth Was, an uncanny tale about a man’s return from worse tha 
- , death; The Phantom ‘Rickshaw, The Man Who Would Be 
as we read. King, The Vampire, Danny Deever, Mandalay, Recessional— 
176 titles—Kipling’s most famous stories, ballads and essays 
for $1.70 
POETRY WITH A PUNCH Send Coupon Today 
Everybody enjoys the verse of Kipling. It has a BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO. J—2—26 
aK : . . . “i . 449 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 
gripping quality, a pith and point, a lilt and swing, |, 
an audacity of high spirits, a compelling force that Enclosed find $1.70 in full payment for the six volume set of 
=. i ‘ a - Kipling. Send books, carriage prepaid, to 
makes reading it a delight and memorizing it a ? 
.vame 


pleasure. Who could ever forget the lines of the 
Vampire, Mandalay, Danny Deever, or that noble Address 
ode, the Recessional? ; é fa ouee ene eee? 
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Get the Range of Smoking Satisfaction 


Roll “Bull” Durham into a cigarette and you have a smoke with all the vim, 
vigor, and dash of Uncle Sam's highting men. That's why the American Army is an 
army of “Bull” Durham smokers. “Bull’’ puts snap into their action and “punch” 
into their systems. For a virile, lively, manly smoke, “roll your own” with “Bull.” 


GENUINE 


o ” 
BULL DURHAM 2% 
SMOKING TOBACCO J Be: 


“Bull” Durham is the mildest of all tobaccos—a fragrant, 
mellow-sweet tobacco that soothes the nerves and brings the 
, happy, contented feeling that comes from 
ms. thorough satisfaction. Made of the famous 
y “bright” Virginia-North Carolina leaf,“Bull” has 
\ F 2 been the great American smoke for three gen- 
erations. | here is no other tobacco like it. You 
=~ = i Se on ~ ; 
od | roll your own” with “Bull” and enjoy areal smoke. 
_ 4 


THE AMERICAN TOBACCO COMPANY 
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THE SCHWEINLER PRESS 





